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" KATHARINE NORTH.

XIX

GUSTY ALLOWS MR. GROVE TO BE BEEN,
Copyright; 1802; By the Tribuns Asociation.

Katharine, standing there beneath her sunt's
gorutiny, at fimt found it impossible to reply,
and she felt that she could hardly bear that
serutiny.

It was not of much satigfaction for her to
think that, whatever happened, she was not blame-
worthy.

“What was said on board that boat?"
peated Mrs Llandaff with asperity.

Katharioe moved suddenly and sat down upon
the nearcst chalr,

She was not thinking of prevaricating in the
Jesst. She wus only wishing she had strength to
reply.

Mm. Llandaff was under the domiviom of an
snxiety 60 keen that it made her seem harsh.
Ghe waited now in silence.

Katharine turned slowly teward her, She
pent forward as if the words she was about to
gy were A weight upon her.

*Mr. Llandaff,” she began—she pressed one
tand over her eyes: sho finished the scntence
rapidiy—" told me that he loved me; of course he
was mistaken,"”

“(Good heavens!" exclajmed Mrs. Llandaff, and
she ndded with subdued violence, “and I trusted
Mm!"

Katharine made no responss. She sat still,
with her hand over her eyes.

The woman walked up and down the room A
few times. 1t was extremely disagreeable to be
made uncomfortable, and to be made uncomfortable
where her affections were po enlisted was worse
siill, She could not, in this case, throw off the
fecling.

At first she was so angry with Owen that ehe
sould not allow hersell to speak.

She had been right in those flecting suspicions
which had come to her. Such intnitions were
pever false, Why had she forgotten them?

What was Owen thinking about? Owen!

He must have come down here dellberately.
She remembered his face that first day. She ought
pot to have forgotten that either. But what could
ghe have done? What could she do mow?

At this last question she stopped ig front of
the girl, who was sitting there in the same atti-
tude she had taken a few moments &go.

“ Katharine,” she eaid, now speaking gently.

“Yes, Aunt Kate."

But Mrs. Llandaf found that she conld not ask
ber the question that had been in her mind. In-
stead she hesitated, and finally said:

“Go to your room mow. We are both tired.
Ws oan see things more clearly after a little.
Owen must have been insane.”

She kissed Kate, and she generously refrained
from looking at her.

But when the girl had lett her, Mrs. Llandaft
pesumed the water-proof cloak which &he hnd
thrown from her on her arrival; and went yuiekly
fown the stairs again. Her goul was in arms to
protect that girl. And she was furious against
her stepson. She met him on the cliff path as
she had expected To do.

The rain was still falling, but she did net care
for that. She took his arm and turned him
round away from the honse, then walked rapidly,
keeping her hold upon him.

“1 ecould mot see von there without having
Cap'n Marble open the door s half-dozen times.
And 1 must see you.”

Llandaff bowed, and tried to walk as fast as
his companion.

The warm rain was driving mildly in their
faces. It was quite dark and the path was un-
even. Mis, Llandaft was obliged to slucken her
pace. She was {ndignant that at such a time
as this she shonld feel an almost irresistible in-
elination to weep. Nhe wanted to lean againsi
the voung man’s shoulder and ery

She could not tell why her anger had gone.
And her anger had made her feel strong.

“Owen,” she snid finally, “I am so disappointed

in you."
“I'm sorry for that," bhe answered with earnest-

ness.
«] kmew there was something,” she went on,
wand T made Katharine tell me what you gald,
1 made her do it. She harely told me.  Owen,
do you forget Miss Wyekham ?7

“I find I'm forgetting her with a great deal
of ense.”

“ But I thought you were a gentleman.”

Liandaff eould not restrafn a slight movement.,

Mre. Llandafl dropped his arm and walked be-
side him, still combating that inclination to ery.
She was telling herself that she was getting im-
becile, since anything should eftect her like this

She hecame aware that the youngz man, a8 well
as she, was under the influence of a strong emo-
tion.

He turned to ber and tock her hand, placing it
again within his arm.

“Do you think,” be asked quickly, “that a
man ought to keep on with an engagement to
one woman when he finds he loves another
woman? Answer yes or no?”"

“No."

“1 agree with you. 1 was worse than a fool,
I was something of a knave, when 1 asked Mliss
Wyekham to marry me. Because 1 knew 1 Jidn't
love her. But I liked her, and I thought I would
marry. And 1 didn't love any one else. Buy
now—"

Llandaff paused and nneonacionsly pressed the
hand on his arm more closely to him. *

“Supely you will sympathize with me,” he
eontinugd. “If I mever saw Mise North again,
it she died to-night, T couldn’t hold to an cn-
gagement with Miss Wyckham: my eyes ar
opened, And I've told her 1 made a mistake.
It waus not a pleasant quarter of an hour you may
helieve. NHut 1 wouldn't willingly see Miss North
aguin until I was a free man. " )

Llandaff suddenly paused 1n his walk, and in
the dusk turned fully toward Mrs, Llandaff. It
wa not s dark that she could not see the glow
on his face,

“Do you mean that the engagement is broken P"

N‘Fﬁ_!

Mrs' Llandafl restruined tae tremor that threat-

emed ta seize her.
“ And this is not a whim, a faney?” she aaked.

“A whim? I tell you it is lave."

Liandaff spoke with sternitess.

His companion groaned.

“Oh, of course you think it's love," she said.

He made no answer 1o this remark.

They went on in silence, Their feet splashed
through the puddles in the road, for they had
reached the single highway of the village. The
min now increased. The rising tide beat upon
the shore below them.

Agsin Mr. North answered that Roxy wasn't as
well o ugunl, and then he said: * 'Gusty, I want

re.

. you to let me see Grove a few minutes, It's an

o M

tmportant matter. It's really necessary.”

"Gusty langhed. Then she held up her hands
snd said that the deacon was a very sick man.
She did'nt know as she could resk it. The doctor
waa afraid of complications.  If she should let
anyhody see him, and then the complications
should set in ——

But 'Gusty was good-natured; as she said, she
liked to be ‘commydating,’ and she was always
pleased when she lad churge of any one and tould
“let people in.” She liked to let people in. She
would much rather do that than to keep them
sut.

Now she hesitated. and laughed, and maid she
hoped Mr. North wouldn't exeite the deacon, for
meitement might help bring on the complications,
but she guessed he might see the deacon “ jest a
few minutes, 's scon 's Mis' Budd come out.”

"Guaty preferred to be present herself at the in-
berview, rather than to have Mrs. Budd enjoy
that privilege.

When Mr. North had followed Miss Riddle Inte
the houme, and while he was waiting the advent
Budd, he was wishing he could run away
and never hear of Marcellus Grove or of Roxy

« Hilladd again. He found of late that be was think-
i ‘dh'& as Roxy Ilillard,

Wis true that she waso's well. She sald
AR {

she didn't knew as anything especial ailed bher
but she asserted that *when she set down she
didn’t waat to git up, 'n’' when she did git up
she wanted to sct right down. And vietuals was
Jest like so mueh sawdust.”

This from a woman to whom victuals were not
ususlly in the least like sawdust was alarming.

Colburn suggested a doctor, but Roxy prefcrred
some bitters for the bleod. She said she knew
her blood needed * thinning down.”  She had been
convineed ginee that time when her head had felt
8o queer that her blood was too thick, and when
blood is too thick it is évident enough that it
mist be thinned.

Mr. North, as he sat in Deaeon Grove's kitchen
waiting for Mrs. Budd, theught confusedly and
dejectedly of all this, And he thought of how
he had told his wife that she shouldn’t eall to
see Grove, and of how he, North, had pushel
Grove into the water, and should be responsible
it he died.

With this thought there came for an instant a
terrible exultatinn that then Kutharine, his Kitty,
would be free. Why should be begrudged the
price, even though it were such a price, so that
his daugliter might he happy again.

And what had made Mrs. Llandalf send such a
telegram ?  What new thing hnd happened ? Surely
Katharine could not be already fancying that she
loved some one,

Mr. North was dreading that. Fwerything was
horrihle that day to the man as he sat there.

He knew that 'Gusty Rididle wuas talking: the
words she &id rolled over his mind without leav-
ing the least idea behind them.

But be did rouse when some ene was heard
on the staire, and he comprehended that Miss
Riddle said that that was Miss Budd.

'Guaty hastened out of the room “te prepare
the Peacon,” she maid, and Mr. North was left
A few momenta to try to listen to Mrs. Budd's
mournful prophecies oconcerning the patient in
the spare chamber. She paid Deacon Grove's
countenance wa'n't right. She thought his nose
wns golog to be pinched In and she was sure
she had heard a dog howl the night hefore. There
was also a ticking im the wall as she had sat
by the bed just mow. She theught it might he
a death watch. She had ssked Dencon Grove if
hé thought it was a death wateh,

Mr. North smiled as he inquired:

“What did Grove say ?"

“T don't wish to repeat what he =ald" was
the answer. "1 ‘spose {t's mat'ral for men to
mwear when they are sick.” [ ]

When 'Guaty summoned Mr. North he plucked
at her aleeve on the stalrs and ingquired if it
were ahsolutely necessary that she ba present at
the “interview, for he had something wvery confi.
dential to =ay to the Deacon.

'Gusty said she certainly would he obliged to
be present, hut that ghe would go to the other
side of the room and try not in li«ten.

At this Mr. North tried not to groan. [Ile
compromised by laughing &0 lond that he wos
immediately hushed by his companton.

He was startled hy secing Grove lonk so very
ill, but the volee which greeted him was not
ularmingly weak.

“Well, North, what infernal thing's up now ?"
asked the Dencon, looking as if he would gnash
rabidly at whatever came in his way.

Norih replied to the poiut and direetly.

“1 came fto talk about your getting a hill,
Grove, and yeu've got to listen to me. The
‘whole thing's ontrageous, 'wou know. Puohlin
opinion'll he all acainst you if you hold ent. You'll
be tarred and feathere] when it's known that
yon're really intending to keep that child e
that bond. T tell you 1 know what I'm talking
phout, Ask anybody. You just let me hegin
proceedings in your name. Desertion, vou know,
and all that. It'll e a mere form. Your pe
titon'll be granted directly, and then the whaole
aftair’ll be almost as §if it never had been, nnil
vou oan marry agnin. You're a man that seemus
to need a wife.”

All at onee Mrs. Llandaff turned and began to
walk rapidly.

“I'm going baclk to Cap'n Marble's," ghe aaid,
“1 ean’t talk any more to.night.”

Owen kept by her side.

“Won't you give me your good wishes?® he
nsked., “I tell you I'm more in earnest—bnt
pshaw !—one doesn’t care to hear a young man suv
such things.”

“You always have my good wishes, Owen "
she answered falteringly, “but I tell you 1 can't
tallk any more to-night. Oh, how far we have
walked! and how it rains!”

She hurried until she almost ran, She wanted
to think. But what good would thinking do?

And would that rheumatie fever carry off Mar.
rellus Grove? And would Roxy ever he pun-
ished *  And she ‘must tell Owen  to-morrow
And eonld Grove be made to “get a bill?

So she hastened into the house and np the stairs
But here she came softly, and pansed on that
“Hlat stalr,” listening for any movement from
Kntharine. Buat she heard nothing.

She hoped that the morrow's daylight would
bring illumination to her mind as well as to Ler
eyes.

(Certainly Kate would aleep. Young people
always slept. Dot as for her—she dreaded the
long continuing dark hours. And she had come
here to rest.

It was such a miserable thing to be able to frel
anything. There was Roxy now. That was the
way to be made.

Mrs, Llandaff lay on her bed wearily asking
herself what was to he done.

She thought it was strange that, pellucid as
Katharine's character seemed to Ler, she yet had
not been able to guess in just what way the girl's
Theart had reonived Owen's; vonfession.  Cere
tainly she had heem moved. ‘Lhat, under the
cirrnmstances, was unavoldable.

Whether Katharine cared or not, she must he
reledsed from that bond which any moment might
make unendurable,

Mre. Llandaft found that she had been nncon-
scionaly depending somewhat upon that rhen-
matio fever. She smiled ratber grimly at this
fhought.

Cap'n Marble was always up by daylight in
gummer.  Although there was usually nothing
to call him up, he would have deemed himself
hopelessly “shif'loess” if he had slept after that
first morning dusk had given way to light.

But he was speeahless with surprise when] as
he emerged from his bedroom the maxt morning,
he came upon Mre. Llandafl fully dressed  just
entering the kitchen.

«1 want that man who owns a home," she
gaid. * Do you think I can get bim to tuke me to
the station? I must send o message.”

Cap'n Marble expressed it as his opinfon that
the man who owned a horse would do anything
under the canopy if he wns only paid enough ;
and he advised Mm. Llsndaff to go herself,
which Mre. Liandafi did without a moment’s de-
lay

She etood and watched the man lend out the
horse from its etall. She pleaded with him not
to CuzTy the animal; ghe nonldn’t wait. She waa

| oh'ized ta plepd 80 hard that she had a fesling after-
ward as if she had hung around his neck in her
earncstness; and she hated the man accordingly.
gtill, In spite of all, the time did come when
she was in the corner of the milrond station and
| was writing a line to Colburn Nerth which the
man assured her he would “nenf‘l right along.”

Therefore the first that Mr. North heard in any
| way after that hurried visit by Katharine and
| her sunt, was this telegram.
| He was grateful that he had been at the vil-
lage on its arrlval, and so pre\'rnte:d {ta being
recelved nt his home and under Roxy's eye. But
he supposed that Roxy must see it. She had to
pee eve! ing.

“Js i:r:hWIutfly imperativ
releasad,” wns what Mrs. Ll
for the eperator.

Mr. North read

messenger b
'h'le"hnr?ml:oved Im:! & that he eould hardly reply

t unimtance who saw him regeive the
r:ll:“w ::r:relape, and whe stood ronnd watching
until the enclosure hwd been read, and then

asked:

¢ that the child be
idafl had written

these worids onee on the spot
ad fouad him.

“ No bad news, Nerth, I hope?"

“ Nobody's dead,” wna the ghort answer.

Then Mr, North hucried to get into his wagon
where he might read the message agin.

Something bad occurred to make Katharine
pend that. He always thought of Mis. Llandaf
us Katharine.

Was the child borne to the ground by her
burden ?

Mr. North's Leart burned as he kept his eyes
on the bit of paper, while his horse walked zig-
stz wlong the road, eropping a mouthful of leaves
on this side ard on that.

But after a few moments the lines were
guthered up and the horse was turned round the
corner with his lead toward the residence of
Deucon Grove.

Deacon Grove's Lousekeeper was in the back-
yard laboriously spreading some sheets to whiten
on the gruss. twing fat and unwieldly she seemed
to be constantly doing something which called
for u stooping position,

She was surprised to see Mr. North drive into
the yard. Though be had brought his wife to
the house several times since the deacon’s ill-
ness, he bad always stopped outside and then
driven right on.

Now be Iett his wagon and came across the
Bras,

Mis, Morse took up another sheet and began
1o shske it out with o great Happing noise.

“ How's Grove this morning ?" ughed Mr, North
in a volee loud egough tp drown the pther soumd,

Mrs, Merse appeared to have a pin her mouth
which ske was oliliged to remove bofare she coitid
reply dismally that the deacon had had an awful
bad night,

“1s tie really better or worse?"” impatiently de-
mandid the man

The wemun sbook her head.  She said the doo-
tor satd complications were sefting in.  The doc-
tor wus fning‘ to fight the complications, hut Mrs,
Morse didn't thing the doctor had mueh hope,

“Well, I've got to see lum,” remarked Mr

“1f he's able to talk to

me be will; U
Le Isn't, why, he can't.”

He turned toward the house,

Hut Mrs. Mprse cried out: " Oh, 'Gusty wont
let you mee Lim, I don't belleve, 'Gusty says
he's a very sick man.”

Mr. Norfh could not refrain from atamping ki
foot on the ground.

“Where is 'Gusty °" he asked,

“She was here o minute ago; said she'd got
to have u breath of fresh air if she expected to
hold out.  Mis' Budd was settin' with him for
u spell. How's your wife, Mr. North?
she wa'nt woll  she ain't looked well lately,
Mis' Budd's mother sald your wife seemed to her
like & woman 't had begun to fall.”

“She hasn't been as well as usunl.  Iso't that
'Gusty ”” us a woman came out of the porely
heing very careful oot to let the sereen duor
bung behind ber,

"#(’:‘, that's her.”

Mr, North wlvaneed go suddeply thnt Miss Rid-
dle ili:m;)o-l a little, Then she i&l:l;!uﬁ.d_

“You ‘'most startled me, Mr. North, How's
your wife? | kope she aint fallin’.  Somebody
was tellin' that llu-Iy thought she'd begun to full
or was goin' to faul.” '

While North talked, the sick man was moving
his head jmpatiently from side to side, anil oocasjon-
ally trying to lonk intently at the speaker

As woug as he canld he sadd eroasly that he didn't
want to ba hothered, and he wished North would
talk of something else i he must talk.

Here ‘Gusty wdvanecd from the other slile of
the room, where she had been trving not to lsten,
anid gave a few pats to the deacon’s pillow. Then
ghe went back to her former position
endeavored to lonk as if she were not interestod,
and had sueececeded in ot listening

“Uve got to talk of this, Grove,™ responded
Mr. North with firmness, “and everybaly ‘Il e
tulking if soa don't take my advice,
g for youreelf ™

The deacon moved his head yer more impa
tiently., " What do I enre what folks say " he
snurled,

Iut evidently he

dil eare. He writhed as he

lay there. Mr, North felt that be would not re
gret it 0if he did take an unfair advantage. e
must take any advantage he conld g

=
Hee wighedd that he roeul] forget that Lie nad pushed
Me, Girove ingo the water, |t wis just like Girove
to get o fever and ruin the offect of having been
pulied out
Ar. North was copsofonus that a morbid impulse

to te]ll Grove that he had pushed hlm off the
wharf wns rising in his mind and beeoming
stronger  and  stronger fte lioped that he

shonldn't vield to suen an impulse. e didn’t
foel quite convinesd in these days thint he eould
teust liimeself about anything

It was quite dreadful to Mre, North to be aware,
an he stood by the bed, that he was not really
gire that be wante ! the man to peeover. It woull
simplify matters 80 very mieh If he diod.  If
he disd, then he, North, would do the lest Le
could to bear his guilt, There was nlwnvs that
L= in lis barn, and always o rope might be
hiteliod] o it amd then to his own r1-~-‘L

Roxy would malce an execllent, thrifty widow
That is, if she should he suceessfol in thinmns
down her Blood, and getting so that wirild
again enjoy her viet Bt Lis Kitty would
Arieve,

At that thonaht he lonked again at the face on
the pillow. Mo did not think that Mareellua
Girnwr was going to die.  1e didn’t have the ap
pearanes of noman near death

“Vau'il bettor let me st *Syuire Ladd at work

on this,” sald Mr, North urgently. *You don't
want the acighhors hooting at you”

1 wish vou'idl man® eried the dearon, almost
pevine. “1 don't kenow but Tl think ahoeat bt
Of roume I'm not going o be mean. You eome
again in o few days gned I give sou an answer

I eha'm't hold ont 1 it ain't going 1o be the right
thing.”

“Of eonrse yon won't® guiekly
North, “ 111 come Tuesday And yon'll he
man if yvou s sa, nd ocan marry agmi

AMr N rth tareed awny. Miss Riddle advanesd
sattid] the sick man's pillow. As she
wud she met Mr. North's eyes.  She
tollowed him outside the door

wiginety,” snid Mr. North Deseechingly, * vou
mist have a good deal of Influence with him,”
his wards aseompanied by g motion toward the
room Mo had just left, “Can't you make him

peiuined Mr.
v froee

and mgaln
lifted her

woe thint 1 Y hest all roond to get a hill?
It's plain he depeids so on vou''  Ilere this
astute Tndividual pansed tentatively

"Gusty Inushed gently under her breath. She

almost thought ghe was hlashing.  She hurriedly
pulled her handicerehief from the pocket of her
white apron and passed it over her face

“1 think 1t's the deocon’s duty to git a hill"”
she responded.  * 1 sholl use what little influence
1 have. But he's & very =iek man.  Mehbe Lie's
goin' whers there ain’t no marryin® nor givia'
in marrnge ™

“Praps he's goin' there some time™ said Mt
North, “hut he isn't goin' at preseni. He'll
pull thremgh this"

And Mr. North went away elated and hope-
fal. e was sure he had tonched the right
chord in that erenture's heart.,  And Grove would
woe how deveted and neecssary 'Gusty was, He'd
Ve a good while getting ahont, even when he
began to mead, and then would be 'Gusty's op-
portunity,

“If only she does not lnugh ton mueh," was
Mr. North's thought as he drove homeward in
better apirits than he had thought he ever should
know again.

But e did not go directly home,
patient tn let his daughiter know that
made a difference with Grove,

Ra e wont round hy the raflrond station and
gent o telegram to Mys. Llandaff, He tried to
muke it earry the precise state of things, hut he
could explain nothing, and after he had written:
“lnwve seen hlm.  Am eanguine that she will be
released,” he immediately began o e afraid
that he hae eent a too hopeful messagze, By the
timn he was in sight of lis home lLis spirits
Lind fallen again.  Had he been tao mueh ¢lated
hy the varving mood of a slek man? Hecaus
Girove had been so stubborn In hiy refusal be-
fore, did he think too much of this apparent
spange ?

But the message had gone.  Mr, North did not
allow the telesram from Mrs. Llandafl to remaln
in his eoat pocket. He thought it was more than
he eonld bear 1o hear Roxr's comments uporn if
Roxy sald no ehild of hers should ever have n
Wil it she eonld help it. But there were things
af Inte that Roxy could met prevent. It wag per-
haps a realization of this fact which eansed Mrs.
North to think her blood needed thinning dewn.

Mr. North left the telegram in a safe plies in the
harn, and he kept perfeet sllence regarding It
and his visit to Dearon (irove.

He looked with a furtive keenneas at his wife
w8 he sat down at the table epposite her, He
wondere? if see werg rrally * going #o fail.”

He saw that her face was gray, and [t seemed
ta have grown long.  She ate very little, She
hardly spoke. Tt was not cheerful at the North
house, But Mrs. North earefully eooked tho
]“n;[i‘ of foud her husband liked.  She negleeted
nothing.

On that bluff on the Maine const Mrs. Llgndaff
was wolting for an answer to her message. She
folt that she conld nat even see Owen until she
ponld hear, and she eould not hear before night,
for the word must be hrought frum the offiee by
a man, and & man was ecertain not to harry his

He wus Im-
liness

hiorae.,
Liandaff took bimself away Ashing. And
Kathurine's face nnd munuer were quiet and an-

e then Mms  Llandsf could not he waid to
lnow what Katharine's faee wag liks, for she
hardly looked at the girl.

The min came pargistently down all the day,

Worn out with ite calm patter on the reof, at
5 a'eloek Mrs. Llandaff again put ofi her oleak
and walked alone along the rond that el to the
telegraph offies,

In half an hour she met the messenger and had
Mr. North's Wapsful line in her hand,

“« Now I'll allow mys~If ta breathe ™ she thonght.

bl S o o e

suﬁmtl\'&

1 heard |

And she |

tah't you |

The abselute purity of the Royal Baking Powder

' wmakes it pre-eminently the most useful and wholesome

leavening agent known. Containing no 1ime-3 alum, phos-

phate or other impurity, it leaves no alkaline or acid resi-

dunm in the food, and its use insures pure, light and sweet

bread, bisenit and cake, that are perfectly digestible and

wholesome whether hot or cold, fresh or stale. Its leaven-

ing power has been determined the highest whenever tested

by official anthority, and all chemists and writers on food
hygiene commend it for its sterling qualities.

THE SEASON OPENS.

RESPECTABILITY DISGUISES HERSELF WITH
LORGNETTE AND STARES AT
OTIHER PEOPLE.

Narragansett, Pier, Aug. 16.—We are just in the
middle of the three wild weeks that constituie
the season. FEverpthing that makes “the sea-
win” {8 here. There are yachts in the harbor and
yachtemen ip the Lusino. There ave a thousand
people in the surf every morning and another

| thousand looks on from the heach. There are

dezens of the handsomest gowns on the pretiicest
women that ever were seen, and there is gussip
enough tn leep every tongie in the place wig-
ging from dawn till dark.

“The season” ut the Pier is that portion of the
sugmer when the crowd is the thickest and the
most mixed, When the peaple in the Cosino are
packed #o elosely that you ean't pass down the
baleony withont treading on women's trains and
men's feet, you may be sure it {8 the seuson.
When the talting is so loud aned so comtinuous
that you fan't make out whether the band 18
playing the overture of * William Tell” or the
ovening star song from *Tannhnueser,” you may
know it is the season. When the surf Is so thick
with people that every thme you try fo swim
you kisk seme one hehind you with your feet
and slap some one in front of vou with your
hand, rest assured it is the season. When the
Saturday night hops are so packed with Tom,
Dick and Harry and their respectlve woman-
kind, thut it is impossible to inser! another couple
inte the efreling mass of dancers, you mAy re-
mark to vour comparion without fear of con-
“This, T tale i1, 18 the season. ™

tradiction :
Narragansatt s unigue of its kind. In the
whirlpool all sorts and eonditiona of men ure

mixed in inextricahle confusion. Never was i
witering place wore varied in Its socinl types.
The great, stately hrnss pots 2o suiling down the
strenmn with the eranked and ehipped earfhen
jwrs and the big, eclumsy iron kettles. The
shitihhy genteel liudles, in their eloaned gloves and
thidr turned gewns, riuh elbows with ladies who
are neither skabliy nor genteel, and while they
wanld pather die than he the former, have hard
insatisfiorl  yewrnings to he the latter The
signle, in a1l her dnzzling white bravery, spreads
her parasol and shokes out her seented, lave-
trillod skirts, side hy side with the rulst fourmd,
wha is using her te-covered sunshade and wear-
ing her retrimmed last summer’s hoato The ill-
patd elerk=here on o hrief yanution—=runs into
bis yahisund, rot Cornelin, with

the Gienechl, one on

wl employer
weh siille of hor, secs Aspasin
the henrd promenade, well-

gn peacoeking along
handsome, daring, and throw-

dressed, Impudent,
from lier great

glunoes uneler

ing ehallerging
white hat.

The Weat, tan, hus cnst snme of its pearls
on the Narrngansetr shore. It is a brondening
slight to see that the West hins got hevonil the
stnge of dinmond enrrings it breakfast and Freneh
heels on its walking heotss From the outwnrid
view the West is hopoming as creditable as New-
Vork fteelf.  The xirls that it haa sent from it
golden pralries and fte sixteenstory npartment
it the Pier are as good to look

honses 1o Hzure
i1 was their eradle or Phil

nt as though tatly

ndelphin  the Lome ol their ancestors,  They
Liave the sharpress, the daring, the eneroy of the
City of Pork and the land of promise. Even
thelr mwen are presentubile, and thouzh jn their
notive clties they may wear fur-eollnred  over-
contn and ent tinned oysters and e dairs for

econcepnl these eccentricl-

luneh, at the Pler
their looks, be the sclons of

tios, Al might, hy
a e which has
pone of the domest

all the aristocratie viees and
virTtiues,
lonka  well-4iresed

It every one at the Pier
The Buly people

and prosperons and elarming
wha e the general bapmony of heanty and good
flothes nre the fow military Nghts who naturally
ool o steange, ol tribe.  Bur

hive the appearnn
viniidly, making only a brief

they come and oo
atuy. Now and then oue sees ane of theih? eatelies
& glimpse of o seody man with unout halr and the
eves of a thinker, or I8 sturtled Ny the sudden
view of 0 woman's fnee, with the low Brow, the
tonssle dpessed Lale, the steange, still, eontemp'n
tive glanee of hedn-worker, Bath  wear
tndly ftting elothes. The woman, a8 u eile, hus the
flat waist that fa=hion loothes and that Paleae
sald was an indication that I1s owner Wns n per-
and a fond and fafthtul na
tenler

the

s of n tender heart
ture. It this I the cheot there are few
hearts or fond and faithicl nutires at the Iier
Al the waists are stuall, perhaps the largest are
the Western wai=ts Hut  the New-York walsts
are fearful and wonelerful, little, tiny, wasp-like
things, making the 2irls who lave them ipok as if,
should they suddenly Lend, they would snap
erigply in two. They have a strangs, unnatural
look? these girly. They are real dull-women, In
variably pretty, with small, meaningless features,
and thin, vndeveloped flzures.  They have a gen-
eral ook of a superabuntance of nerves and an ab-
polite lnek of pussion and force. They hoave a
singularly restloss, wire-ltke vivaelty, nn entire
absenes of repose, and leave upon the beholder the
Impression of u Line drawn, thin, vibrant inten-
pity of the braln—not the intensity that the
Freneh vaguely eall * tomperament,” the lack of
which is saiil to be the great defect of the Aweri-
pun Woman,

The Pier this sen=on shows a decadence fn its
gemeral tone, It is a cut helow Ell this year.
ENl was never very distinguished.  That dellght-
tul snegestion of swelldom, though it was a will,
sprecing swelldom thiat used to hang abour it, is
here no wore,  There is more shoddy even than
usual,  Thers is shodidy from the West and shoddy
from the South, il worse than this, there s
shoddy from New-York., Shodidy ix always bad,
but New-York shodily i the worst going. A real
Gotham stiob is lurd to beat. A Wostern snob is
a mere, simple, fond, foolish thing compared with
bim. There is & frankness, o candor about the
snoh of the West that, with al! his fanlts, makes
you love him still.  Bot a New-York snoh Is a
deadiy thing, and he is all over Narragansett and
i never still.

With Lim he brings & female train of sisters and
annis and cousins whe go abott the ways of the
watering place with o short-handled lorgnette
Leld to their eyes, and o fire of comments rnnning
off their tongues, They are always admirably
dressed in wonderful dinplihnous organdie froeks,
with a snowy edging ol lnee frills and a falling
flutter of pale nibbops,  Sitting at ease under
their sprend parasols, thee view the moving show
with keen, investimting eyes. Nothing escapis
their penetrating gaze.  They know that the
womnn who has eonatituted herseli their rival is
withotut « man this morning.  They know that the
wirl who s said to wear the prettiest frocks In the
place has chwe to the end of her wardrobe and
lius goue baek to the beginning of (t. They know
that the handsomest married woman at the Pler
has ou a bideously nnbecoming hat, and that the
helle of the lust flve sepssns is all out of the
running this vear.

They can wll you; too, s dozen stories of the
ladies who have “histories.™  As a role, they
are untrie, but they are invariably highly eolored.
They can show youn a score of pretty girls who

Pier for a brief belledom, just to see what the

taste of it is like. So-and-so's dalighter, the
pale girl in the yellow ehiffon] who appears to be
quite the helle of thie hops, is never asked out
anywhere in town, and saves up all winter for
this briet summer life.  That is why she has
gn many legutiful elothes, and as the girl she
speaks of trips by with an attendant eavaliar, and
a fuee alight with smiles, the speaker puta up
her lorgneite and eyes her ecarefully from the
feet up, appraising her clothes and passing judg-
ment on her style.

But the married ladies with * histories” really
come in for the severest handling.  Carmelia
lins quite & hig stone ready to pelt at them as
they sweep by. She has no good authority
for the history, and it is not a particularly nice
one: hut there s some singular] esoteric pleasure
to be derived from the reaital of ft.  She will
impart it to any listener, modifying it slightly,
aecording to the hearer's sex.  Its snhject i#
quite torn to pleces when the last word has heen
suidl, when the historian, shifting her pale pink
paragol] ogles ahout for her victim, finde her, des-
ignates her, and follows the usual formula of
looking her curlously up and down. And then
the eomments begin. Sle used to he pretty, but
now she has grown too fat or ton thin or tos
roarse or teo pale, aa the case may be. BShe is
rather distinguee till, is she not? None would
newrr, 1o look ot her, suspect that she had hat
such an adventnrous career, wonld they?
But it {8 always those demure-looking women who
dn the wild things, eta., ete.

The trademark of Narragansett Pler, its main
iffersuee from all other watering-planes, rises
from this prominence, not alone of the scandal-
mnanger, but of the ohject of the seandalmonger’s
stories. Tn no other place do men and women who
hang upon the ragged edge, and sometimes drop
aver, enjoy the strange prominence that they do
at the Pier. People! that In town, the American
Carnelin would pass by on the other side, or
never deeam of alluding to in her general conver-

! gation, are now the objerts of all her glances,

the subieet of her most vivacions talk.  The
oranked and ehipped earthenware jar not only
wiils nlong #ide by eide with the flawlesa hrass

| pot, bt jostles nealnst if, and passes it hy in the

| prople.
| hove

fleree rush of the stream. To he an ohject of
looa]l interest at Narragansett is to be the pos-
sosanr of a fly-blown reputation! to be known to
have had “n pnst.”

Clornelin hersolf soriously enjoys a good healthy
stare at one of the Indles with histories. More
than thnt! she will follow the radlant charmer in
all her dazzling hrillinney of white lace and cream-
colared veil, and hat full of nodding reses and lit-
tle white suede feet to the beach ar to the Casino,
She will ignominous]y hang abont her, glare at
her elothes through the lorgnette, speculate as to
the aize of her feet, harken to the timbre of her
cultivated voice, note the way she has her back
hair rolled and her front halr parted, listen openly
and without shame to her conversation with her
satellites,  Cornelia's main sport at the Piler ia
found in hunting and staring at her less particu-
lar slster. The owner of the history enjoys a
prominence that is not hers when in town. There
they may talk about her and wonderingly specu-
lnte on the vicisitudes of her career, but they
ion't ait ahout and stare at her, don't drop into
silence when she passes, don't force her into the
pasition of the lion of the summer, an object of
genern] euriosity, interest and admimtion

This altituide on the part of the visitor, who haa

some to Nariagansett determined to be amused by

n surface slght of that brillians ephemeral, un-
known half world of which one hears <o much and
goes s0 little, i what has given to the Pler its
commercinlty valuahle, but socially unenviable
reputation. It {s not the fast people who have
siven Norresusett its bad npame, it is the alow

The respeetable majority of the erowd
foreed  the notguite reapectable wminority
ints an vodue aud unlooked-for prominence. The
rogpectable majority 18 never going to he any-
thing el« but respectable; but pow and then
has @ hankering to look down fromn it snowy
peaks on the disreputable minority. It wants to
“see the wheels go reund” like Toddy and Budge.
It wants to look on through ita lorgnette at a
ilnss townrd whom it cherishes a eorrect ani
moaity, hut ahout whom it feels a keen and lively
eurlosity, 8o Corpslia goes to Narragnansett to see
what ludies who are pot mothers of the Graechi
lank like, and all her world follows in her foot-

stops,

FREDERICK THE GREAT AS CROWN PRINCE

1115 FATIIER'S DIRECTIOXS AS TO HIS EDUCATION
AND TRAINING.

Aceording to documents which have been published
pocently In Germany, the dally life of Frederick the
Grent, s Crown Prinee, wns not such ax to fill the
lenrts of mang Ameriean boys with feelings of envy,
King Frederlek Willam I, of Prussia, the father of
the great Frederiek, was a strict and God-fearing
mn who kept a close watch upon the act'ons of
his son and suceessor,  He exacted, too, prompt and
Wiernl execution of his orders.  To Duban do Jandin,
the French tutor of the Crown Princs, the Klug once
puve elaborate, written Mistructions as to the manner
i which the young man was to smploy hig Ume durtng
the week,  Ths roval sehedule has recantly appearsd
I the eolumna of vagious Gorman Journals for the
first time. It throws considerable Hght upon the
grent King's early tralning.

“He 15 1o be awakened oach momning at B o*clock,”
wrote His Majesty. “As soon na that 1a accom-
plished, you are to see that he doss not turn over
ngnln to sleep,  Me 15 to get np at once, Then ho
must kneel and say prayers us s the eustom on Sun.
day moeping  As soon g by has finishied his devo-
tong, he s to put on his shoes as mpldly as possible,
wish hls hnnds and face—~but not with soap--puil on
W eoat, and comb and plalt Ws hale.  He 15 not
to powder his hale, however., If he allows his halr
tiv b combed and plalted by some one else, he must
deink hls ten and eat his breakfast at the same
Cme, 80 that he will be engnged In some work, All
this must be finlshed before hall-pust 8 o'clock,

“Then,” eontinnes the King, “ Duban and all the
gervants are to proceed to the room for first prayers.
A chaptar Is to be read from tho Bikle, and a hemn sung
ns on =undays, These duiles are to be ended at
7 o'clock, when the servants are to he dismissed,
From T o'clock nnul O o'elock, Dulian must Insruet
Mm In history. At O o'cloek the Court Proacher,
Voltenlus, 14 to arrlve and teach htm until & quarier

te 11 o'clock the truths of Christlanity.,

w AL one quarter to 11 o'vlosk,” ndds His Majesty,
“he 13 to wash his face rapldly, with water, und
his hands. with zoap, clothe himself in white, powder
himself, and put on his eont. At 11 o'clock he 15 tn
visit the King. With him he {5 to remain untdl 3
oclock, when he §s to go oat otes to his rooms.
Duhan is to be thers to recdfve Thm, snd be ready to
glve hlm Ws lesson In gihgrdpiiv, which 1s to last
until 3 o'cork.  Duhan must explain to bim the
relative slzes of the varous European countries,
thele power and thelr wanknesses, and polnt out the
teh and poor citles,  Prom 3 o'clook to 4, Le 18 1o
tike leasons in moend phtlosophy.  From 4 o'cloek
untll 5. Dubinn must write German exercis:ss with
him nied &ee that he acgure n good style, At &
o'clock. he I8 1o wash his hands, He may then go
to thoe King take n ride, exerclse I the open-air, but
not In his rooms, and do what h-‘-"rlml'l. as long as It
1% not eontrary 1o the Inws of God.”

o

TR SAME THING IN ANOTHFER WaY.
From The London Globe.
Phtlanthrople Visitor to Jall-Bsd—My friznd, may 1
m‘:tsihil“hlilmrl'fd't vin l;:me .
] Pird--The same ng that brought vou here—
the desire to polie my nmg Inta adu-f’ pedplg'uhm-
ness.  Only 1 used to o in by way of the

are simply “nobodlies” ut homo, and come to the | basemont winder,
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MIDSUMMER IN PARIS.

A MICROSCOPIC WRITING CONTEST-CHOLa
ERA AND THE RAGIICKERS.
Paris, July 20,

A leading Parts paper, the * Eclair,” is offéring
o gold medal ns a prize to the finest writer, withe
out distinetion of natlomality., Tt is not literary
werit that is woanted, as the above announcement
woltld lead one to suppose. The prize-giving editor
merely wants to know liow many words can ba
written on a piece of paper, Replies have ale
rendy been sent in. A Belgian officer has aee
complished the feat of putting 2,187 words on &
post sard. A Marseilles gentleman has distanced
him, having erowded on & card of the same siva
2,860 words, representing an article of M. Sarcey’
and a poem of Deputy Clovis ughes, both legle
ble without a magnifying glass, though net, I
imagine, without a good pair of eyes The above
feats are nothing heside that of another competitor
for the gold medal, & government clerk, M.
Survigny, who has on a post card written out
an officlal directory, from the President and his
honseliold down to the members of the Paris,
Municipal Counell, altogether 6,000 words. He'
spent twenty-eight hours over this at leisure
moments, and worked with the naked eye. But
Lie is capped by Sergeant Lethorel, secretary of
the 127th Infantry, who announces that he will
shortly produce a post eard with a collection of
articles amounting to 11,000 words,

As an art, small writing has been killed by
photography. Mier pio photography was simply
invaluable to France during the siege of Parisy
when carrier pigeons were daily sent out with
10,000 private letters photographed on a pelllels
two inches square rolled up in a quill. Therd
are still, however, plenty of amateurs, some of
them distinguished and even illustrions. [ map
mention, for instance, Alphonse Daudet, who g
often, out of fum, written original ne
articles on & leaf of cigarette paper.

anila
Paris just now {ia very uncomfortable fop &
large class of English-speaking people, those young
men who have work to do here, whether a8 reps
resentatives of English and also American busks
pess houses! or in a professional eapacity, having
as yet but moderate means, are compelled to live
in lodgings. There has been mo rain now fom
many weeks; the pavements are hard and balke,
ing, the atmosphere sultry and devoid of vitalizing
power, opportnities for exercise of any kind
except walking are wanting, and s bath fs &
luxury which must be sought out of the house.
Luckily?! there have not heen wanting smong the
English-speaking colony men of energy and des
votion, who, pereeiving a want? set about supply«
Ing it. The Decimal Poating and Lawn Tennis:
Snoiety is the result of their efforfs. The eluh
owns a goodly part of the charming Ile des
Anglals at Neuilly-sur-Seine. The approach 8
hy hoat, which you summon from the bank, whem
Genrge! the good-natured custodian for the
island, and factotum to the society, rushes out off
the lurking place where he has been brewing
“des lemon squash” and pulls you by & versh
artistis eurve across the swiftly flowing stream,
Onee on the other side, you seem to be in Enge
land. There are two excellent lawn tennid
eourts? made, of course, of asphalt, for tarf doed
not flonrish in Franes, and surrounded with
comfortable lounges, There is a lofty boate
house, where every kind of craft may he had fow
a spin on the river, and in the galleries of the,
same building are sleeping reoms, a billiard
and & reading room; well asupplied with books
and papers. The social life of the Decimal Cluh
{s full and friendly, as it should be. Many
members make the island their headquarters fom
living, eeting and sleeping.  The social yea®
is marked by regattas, tennis tournaments, oM«
rerts? billiard tournaments and swimming matohes)
Thé club calls itself Decimal because the numbes
of the original promoters was ten.

The “City of the Sun” is up in arms agains®
the Prefect of Police and his officers. The inhab-
itants have been *invited,” in the language of
the ofcial decree, to evacuate their dwellings
within ten days, and find lodgings where they
pan elsewhere. The Moors on leaving the Albame
bra shed fewer tears than the “chiffoniers” of
(Cliehy are shedding at the prospect of leaving the
insalubrious abodes which rejoice in the magnifi-
cent title of “ The City of the Sun." The Chite
foniers, or rag-pickers, have no luck. Some time
ago rag-picking was a luerative profession, and
not a few members of the fraternity have left for-
tunes of £2,000 or £3,000, But a day came
when the erocheteers looked askance at the rag-
man, with his genina for exploration and turning
up stinking rubbish to be purified by the healthy
emhraces of the air, These * faddista” looked at
the matter from the point of view of the air, of
which the supply in Paris is strictly limited, and
they argued that dust-heaps, if piled about and
disturbed, breed infection more rapidly than it
left alone to be decently shovelled into the dust-
cart when it comes by. So the Prefect made &
| decree that the use of dust-bins should be univer-
sal through all Parls. The ragmen eould no longer
rake among the old familiar heaps.  But their
trade wos not killed. They still had something/
Now it looks as if their occupation would be
shortly gome altogether. =

There is & ragman's qnarter in Clchy,
just aa there is an organ-grinders' quarter
in Lond Tt consists of hall a dozex

hlind alleys called * cites,” or, a8 they say in Edin«
burgh, *closes.” There is the Cite Germain, the
Cite Simonneatu, the cite of *Little Poland,”
and the ecite of the BSoleil, The Ilat
ter is so ealled, not because it occasionally
receives the sun's rays, but because {ta preoinota
are surrounded with o belt of sunflowers. This
nest of buildings harbors nearly 400 families, of
four, flve, six, or sometimes eight persons each,
Rents here, 1 am told, range from a shilling te
two shillings & week. A groumd floor of twe
rooms may come as high as four shillings. The
courtyards are regular incubators of fever germs,
and are doubtless the starting point of the eholers
epidemie, for which reuson the Prefect has seem
fit to eclose them until further notice. I made
my way into one of these rourtyards through
puddles of stinking ooze and elimbed up one of
the outside staircases by which the apartments
are reached, The steps are slippery with refp
flung out upon them by the rag-sorters, who
indoors. My cournge fulled at the threshold,s
let me say that 1 was “hypnotized,” by the ma
which issued from the nearest door. Somef
plekers do not ahject to the inclemencies of the
wenther, and work outside in the yard. Whole
familiea may he seen elustering about the big
lieape, and eclassifying them into lesser heaps.
Whatever is voted worthless—and it must be bad
{ndeed—1s flung away, at random, and lying where
it falls mives & veriegated appearance to the floor
of the eourt, not unlike a mosale in relief. A
prostrate railway ecarriage half blocks up the
auaway. low it eame licre, goodness knows,
but a family of five have taken ndvantage of it
presence to live in {t. Down the middle, the half
liquid mass dralns into a slugcish runnel of foul
smelling Hqnor, in whish dogs and children dis-
port. From the walls nang the skulls of thely
dead ecompanions (I mean of the dozs), with the
tesh half fallen fiom the bones, snd ragged
wrenks of garments which can almost be
heard humming with vermin. It seems incredi-
ble thet people can  become att e
such a home. But it is so with the chiffonlers,
They say that habit gives them immurity from
cholita and typhoid fever, and they fear that, If
driven to take up cleanlier quarters, they will
Le interfered with in their work of sorting. The
Prefeot has replied that the statistics of mortality
in the cites are an overpowering argument fo@
eleaning them, and the families must go out till
the process is complete. When they eome back If
will doubtless be under new regulationa.

A Coward,—~Tommy—1 desplse 8 coward,

Mr. Figg=Who is a cowurd now?
Tommy—Johuny B . I told im he

to Jjump Into the eansl with his clothes on. and

was afraid, arWﬁ 'a leked me for

3,
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